HOBO WRITINGS 


OVER MANY YEARS (AROUND 84 YEARS OR SO) HOBO's HAVE 
ATTEMPTED TO WRITE INFORMATION, AND/OR HisTORY 
CONCERNING THEIR CULTURE TO PRESERVE THE ACTUAL 
TRUTH AS OPPOSED TO GENERAL NEWS REPORTS THAT 


INEFFECTIVELY RECORDS THEIR LIVES AND LIFESTYLES. WHAT 


FOLLOWS IN THIS PDF IS A SMALL RECORD OF THIS STYLE OF 

WRITING, CLIPS OF BOOKS THAT (HOPEFULLY) WILL GIVE YOU 

AN IDEA OF WHAT TO EXPECT DURING YOUR READING, AND/OR 
RESEARCH] 
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Cheapskate travelers will find no shortage of tips on how to travel on a 
budget: the best time of year to book flights, how to rent out your home, 
arcane websites that promise half-off on flights that only board for three 
hours on the morning of the winter solstice, and so forth. But the ultimate 
cheap travel move? Don't pay. For anything, 

Sounds simple enough, but of course nothing in this lite (nack) comes for 
free. For guidance we turn to the ultimate freeloading traveler — the train- 
hitching American hobo. 

The tightest advice we got? "I tell people the best way to enjoy traveling is 
always the sate way,” says Connecticut Shorty, a former hobo "queer 
crowned at the National Hobo Convention that takes place the second week 
of August, every year since 1900, in Britt, lowa. "Hopping freights is illegal 
and dangerous." 

But those enormous drawbacks don't deter everyone. Let's say you did want 
10 ride the rails, and to see America as workers and travelers and drifters 
have since the 18005? Well, you'd definitaly want to listen to these hobos, 
each respected enough to have bean elected king or queen by theit peers, 
each telling their tales here in their own words. Don't try this at home, 
maybe. Or, hell, mayoe do -- speeding away with a cold wind in your face, a 
metal-on-metal clackity-clack offering the soundtrack to a journey that 
people do stil, to this day, run out to the rail yard to make happen. 

Ricardo 

I was elected Hobo King last year. You aren't making decisions or hobo 
decrees or anything like that -- it's about respect. The whole thing started 
with a hobo convention back in 1896 because a bunch of vagrants were 
getting ticketed and hauled away, but if you were carrying a card as part of 
a union they couldn't haul you away. So, they got together and did that and 
elected a president. These days it's a king and a queen. 

If you want to ride the rails, be careful. It's dangerous! There are crazy 
people out there. I'm still riding but | don't want my full name out there, just 
in case. You might cross paths with someone and you never know what 
they heard or where from. Then they meet you and put two and two together 
and you got problems. 

I've been riding since 1973. | was 22. My first trip, me and my friends 
wanted to go down to Idaho to see Evel Knievel jump the Snake River 


"as 


Canyon. We got all split up going down there and while we were on the train 
Evel had to cancel the jump until next year because somebody said it was 
illegal, but from then on | was hooked on the trains. 

This is all stuff | learned from the older guys who started riding in the ‘40s, 
and '50s. 

| became a fruit tramp. You'd follow the fruit-picking jobs around Californi 
Back then you could ride without hiding because the train wanted you to 
pick fruit because half the time the train was the one hauling the fruit out. 
You could knock on the door of the caboose and they'd give you water in a 


jug with the train company logo on it. 
This is all stuff | learned from the older guys, guys who started riding in the 
'40s and ‘50s. They'd tell you how to ride, where to pick strawberries. You 
wanted to stay away trom corporate farms since they'd just drive you. Local 
farmers were decent and sometimes they'd give you a cabin in the orchard 
to stay in, 

You have to be careful of the bull. That's railroad security. He's just doing 
his job. You keep a train between you and the bull, you'll be OK. I'm talking 
about when you're in train yards and you're running from one train to 
another. Long as there's a train in between you i's usually safe because the 
bull isn't going to jump a moving train to gat you. 

You want to travel light. | never rode with gloves but some people say 
they're essential. | carried a cast-iron fry pan because | like to eat and cast 
iron cooks good on an open fire. 

You have to have water. That's a must. You can go a couple days without 
food but net without water. 

In the '70s we had jungles -- those are places to camp ~ and that was like 
our phone lines. You'd roll in there, sometimes there'd be a pot of coffee; 
people just leave stuff for the next person. I've only found one jungle in 
recent years out in California, Now people are staying under bridges more. | 
don't know why. 

Used to be the rule of thumb was that you went into a jungle and if there 
was someone there, you asked them to use the fire. If they pulled out a 
match and handed it to you, that meant they wanted you to leave them 
alone and go off somewhere and start your own fire. 

That's the difference between a tramp and a bum. 

To take something, you have to bring something. If you got something you 
throw it in the stew, if you don't have anything you go out and gather wood 
and earn your keep. That's the difference between a tramp and a bum. | 
started out as a tramp and I'll always be a tramp, but that means when I'm 


traveling I'm working to make my way. Bums don't do nothing. Most of them 
are the guys you see locally, just hanging around town. 

Just don't ride stupid. | drank back in the '70s and that was one of the most 
dangerous things | could possibly have done, going around those huge 
yards with all the moving trains. There are kids right now riding what they 
call "suicide." That's when you're in a train car with no floor. Just some 
purchase around the edges. You can't go to sleep. You got to hook your 
pack up. You got to stand the whole way just above those wheels. | don't 
think people realize how dangerous those wheels are. There are parts of the 
ride where metal shavings from the tracks will get peeled off and just shoot 
up like shrapnel. You can butcher a deer with that stuff. 

You can go to jail if you get caught. Mostly they'll give you a fine and charge 
you with criminal trespassing, but if it's a train yard that's had a lot of 
problems with hobos they might put you in jail for a couple days to send a 
message. Or citizens will see you riding the trains and call ahead to the 
police because they think they're doing you a favor, like they're trying to 
save your life or something 

It's the freedom. That's what | love. But it's a full-time job too. I'm a white 
guy, but if you want to know prejudice put on a backpack and take a walk 
through a strange town. You car't do it as a vacation. You're out there riding 
and you have to come back to work and that's in your head the whole time 
and then it's not freedom anymore. So | took a break and worked for a 
while. The second I retired, get the backpack, let's go. 

Jason Hoffman/Thrillist 

Connecticut Shorty 

My father was a well-known hobo named Connecticut Slim. He hoboed 44 
years and is buried in the Hobo Memorial Section of the Evergreen 
Cemetery located in Britt, lowa. When | traveled to Britt in 1990 with my 
sister, NY Maggie, to bury our father, we met a lot of his hobo friends and 
have been attending the National Hobo Convention every year since. In 
1992 several hobos in Britt asked me to run for queen. | ran and was 
elected. I'm considered a hobo historian and give cemetery tours of the 
Hobo Memorial Section every August. 

| took my first freight train ride in June of 1993. | hopped on a Southern 
Pacific freight train in Dunsmuir, California, with Road Hog USA. Our ride 
was on the rear deck of a one-hole grainer (grain cat). The hobos call this, 
type of ride "ridin’ the porch.” In total I've ridden 5,000 miles on freight trains. 
I've never been afraid. Just excited to be having a tree adventure. 

It's best to ride on the rear of a freight to break the wind. There's no way ta 


be real comfortable on a freight train. They're made of metal and are real 
noisy, not to mention dangerous. You must be alert for danger at all times. | 
usually sit on my backpack to help cushion the ride. When I roll out in my 
sleeping bag | just put up with the hard steel floor and listen to the rumbling 
along the rails. | usually don't sleep anyway ~- I'm too excited and don't want 
to miss anything. On a "piggyback" | put my sleeping bag around myself and 
back up against a truck tire to help break the wind. 

In total I've ridden 5,000 miles on freight trains. I've never been afraid. 

The hardest part of riding freights is carrying everything you need. No 
matter how light you pack, the load does get heavy. Sometimes you have to 
walk a long way to get to the trains and/or out of the yards. Most trips also 
require some hitchhiking or public transportation. 

| always carry water, wear good shoes, long pants, have insulated 
underwear with me (even in summer), have a windbreaker, glasses to 
protect my eyes, ear plugs to protect my ears, leather gloves with the 
fingers cut out, dry food, sleeping bag, tarp, extra socks, plus a few other 
items. | always wear black clothes and try to "catch out" at night because it's 
harder to be seen. carry water in smaller bottles here and there to distribute 
the weight. | wear a vest with a lot of pockets to help with weight distribution. 
| always carry what | consider real necessary to survive in my vest pockets 
in case | lose my pack. The rest of the items go in my pack. | roll the 
sleeping bag and attach it to the bottom of my pack. 

No glass! All should be unbreakable. Many times you toss your pack off the 
train before you get off. Also, | carry a few large trash bags to protect my 
gear in case of bad weather, and a poncho. 

Frog 

| was waiting on a train and this group of kids jumped me and beat the shit 
out of me. So, yeah, you want to be careful. This was way back in 1996. | 
had seen this group of kids wearing baseball uniforms and carrying bats and 
| figured they wore taking a shortcut through the train yard on the way to 
practice I'd guess. They came along, cracked me in the back of the head, 
and when I came to | couldn't walk and there was a bone sticking out of my 
pant lag 

So there | am, stuck in Casselton, North Dakota, thinking I'm going to get 
killed on the tracks. Finally | was able to flag down a train inspector and he's 
yelling and screaming at me to move off the tracks and I'm pointing at my 
leg because it's obvious he can't hear me. He yells out to me, "I'l get some 
help!" Comes back with the paramedics and took me 30 miles east into 
Fargo to have what was to be my first of many surgeries because the bones 


in my right leg were shattered from my kneecap down to my toes. Those 
kids had taken everything | had, even my boots, and they wanted to make 
sure | wasn't coming after them 

| was 45 at the time, and I'd been riding since I was a teenager and that's 
the first and only time anything like that ever happened to me. 

You can bring a flashlight, but | wouldn't myself because you'll end up 
babysitting people all the time. 

| started out in Jacksonville, Florida. | was getting thrown off beaches and 
stuck in jail overnight because they wouldn't let you sleep on the beach 
down there. | was just hitchhiking all across the country. Anyway, the police 
in Jacksonville released me and told me to get out of town in 24 hours. | met 
this guy Pinky, and he says to me, "You ain't getting a ride out of here from 
anyone. You might as well just catch out.” I'd never ridden a train before so | 
didn't know what the hell he was talking about. 

So he asks if I want a beer and I did. He asks if | have any money, if I've got 
a job, | tell him no. "Well, just wait here and I'll get you something." He 
brought me back two 40-ouncers of beer. Two hours later, |'m following him 
to jump on a train. | had this little goddamn Boy Scout pack back then — hell, 
| was just about 16 -- and | passed that up to him on the train and he says, 
"Hop on!" That train was a loader. The car was just this big, black car with 
the sides open. Carries junk and scrap, usually. | never slept the whole 
night. | was just amazed how easy it was not to have to beg for a ride. | 
wasnt cold or anything, but by the time we got to New Orleans the next day 
| was filthy as hell. Fell in love with it that night. 

| got the name Frog because I'm from Canada and | had a habit of speaking 
French in my sleep. | used to go by the name Canadian Wetback but when | 
got busted and put in immigration jail for a few days they said I needed to 
get a different name, anything else, so Frog stuck. 

Travel light, that's the first and foremost thing. Always keep your ears and 
eyes open. Just have a bedroll and maybe a change of clothes you can 
wrap up in your bedroll, and make sure the colors are dark so you can be 
somewhat disguised on the train. And if you're waiting in the jungle to catch 
it's easier to go undetected. 

You can bring a flashlight, but | wouldnt myself because if you have one of 
those you'll end up babysitting people all the time. 

| spent 31 years doing it, altogether. | was Hobo King in '97. But | had to 
retire back in 2001 when my leg got amputated. The right leg those kids 
crushed. Surgery after surgery and they just never could get it to heal right. 


The End of the Road 


You wanidor why Lm a hobo and seep ina ditch, 
Well, it's not becuse Dm hazy, D just don’t want to he rich... . 


Now E could be a banker if 1 wanted 10 be. 

But the thought of wnt iron cage iy tow suggestive to mre. 
Now F could hea broker without the slightest excuse. 
But look at sgzq and tell me what's the use? 


—Thkavirioxal HOBO YERSE 


‘Terrors and Tra 
of the Roa 


Early every morning the sheriff comes around 

Ae Gives us rotten erring that weighs st queuter pound. 
With coltee like tahacco juice and bread that's hard aud stale. 
Ald this is the way they ded us boos in Cecil County Jail. 


ies 


—BiLi Qurk kk ose 


Road Kids 


Granted D want tw he a hobo 
That's what f want to do 
Heke me it you can, when i get to ha 2 man 


LT wom fo he a hobo foun 
—TRATTTIONAT TOG VERSE 


“Vampires of the Road: 
‘Tramps 


‘Temp. damp, tani keep en fexmpin 
Novhia doin bere for you 
i ae 
fou will weur the ball and chain 
Keep Orr teamnpiri that’s the hese thing you can do. 


— TRADITIONAL FARM V4 SF, 


Flipping Freights 


Wye decked the tops of fying Gare 
That leaped ACTORS the night 

The long and loved couches thimined 
Bow, tike a gwallones tig We 


Close to the sleet-bit blinds Pre clung 
Rocking ousanat ony 

All night Foe crouched in empty cary 
That rode inte the dawn. 


—Hanny Kimy, dope pied 


# Speakin' in general, | ‘ave tried ‘om all, 
The ‘appy roads that take you o'er the world. 
Speakin’ in general, I ‘ave found them good 
For such as canttot use one bed too long, 
But must get ‘ence, the same as I ‘ave done, 
An’ go observin’ nratters till they die.” 
— Srstina of the Tramp-Zeyei, 


A GLOSSARY OF THE ROAD 201 


Canned heater, One who drank 
a deadly potion of cheap al- 
cohol and water. 

Carry the bamer. Vo walk the 
streets all night 


Checkerboard crew. Mixed 
crew of white and black 
workers. 


Chuck-a-dunmy, Vo fake a 
fainting fit in order te get 
sympathy. 

Cinder dick, 
man 

Clover kicker. Farmer. 

Coweaicher. A slanted frame on 
the front of an engine w 
throw off cattle and other 
obstructions. 

Creaker, crocus, Doctor. 

Crumé: boss. Janitor or porter 
for Western construcrion- 
camp bunkhouses, 

Crumbs, Lice. 

Crunay. Cabcose; in early days 
of the boomer railreader, ca- 
booses were often plagued 
with lice 


Railway police- 


Death woeds, Plank above the 
coupling of boxcars 

Deep-sea chef, Dishwasher 

Dehorn, Denatared alcohol 

Dicer. Fast freight 

Dick, Detective. 

Dimmer. Dime. 

Dingbat, Professional itinerant 
amp beggar, 

Dip. Pickpocker 

Ditch. Yo put off a train, 

Doughbead. Beker 


Drag. Slow freight, 
Drag, 01 the, On the road 
Driil, Vo walk or hike. 


Flip. To bop # train 

Flop. Place \o sleep 

Fly mugs. Private police 

Frisk a drag. To search a freight 
for a suitable riding place 

Fuszy tail. Tramp. in’ bad 
humor, 


Gakoay. Priest; name of county 
in Inelard applied to Irish- 
Catholic priests 

Gandy dancer, Hobo shovel 
stiff; track section hand, 

Gas Wood alcohol; doped cider; 
ether. 

Gat, Gen. 

Gay cat. Usually refers to ama- 
tcur or tenderfoot hobo; 
sometimes used to describe 
lower-class stiffs: 

Gile-monster yout. Part of 
Southern Pacific running 
through Maricopa County, 
Ariz., to Yuma; many "0s 
were ditched in Gila Bend, a 
dese=t town on that route, 

Gink, Poor unfortunate, 

Glims. Spectacles. 

Goimg on the farm. Going on a 
side track, 

Gondola, Flat freight car wich 
no top. 

Gooseberrymg. Stealing clothes 
off a clothesline, 

Graveyard. Hash. 

Gump. Chicker 

Gunsel, guntzel. Green youth, 

Guts, Meat, usually sausage. 


“NEVER GONNA CEASE" 


T had to take on whatever Mother Narure threw at me as 
her most ardent pupil and disciple and bona fide American 
hobo, what's left of us as we walk in the sunset of Hobo 
oblivion. 

—Lord Open Road, Britt Convention 


RE TT KNOWN TO ALL THE WORLD THAT——has been a 
student at THE HOBO COLLEGKH and has attended the lec- 
tures, discussions, clinics, musicals, readings, and visits to 
art galleries and theaters. 

He has also expressed a desire 1o get an education, better 
his own ecenditiens and help build a world that will he 


without unemployment, poverty, wars, prostitution, igno- 
rance, and injustice. 

He pledges himself te try individually to live a clean, 
honest, manly life, and to take care of his health and morals, 
and abstain from all habits thar undermine his health and 
better nature. He agrees to cooperate with all people and or- 
ganizations that are really trying to abolish poverty and 
misery, and to work to build a better world in which ta live. 


Ob, f like wy boss, 

He's a good friend af mune; 
That's why f ant starving 
Out tn the bread time, 
Hallelujah, fu a bum, 
Hallelujah, bum agai; 
Hatlelujah, give us a handout 
To revive My ugar. 


f got a job on am extra gang 

Away owt on the mountain, 

J paid ary fee and the shark shipped mte 
Jind the ties | soon was counting, 

The bass be put are driving spikes 

And the sweat was enough to blind me, 
Lie didn't seent to hke my pace 

So I lefi the job bebind me. 

! grabbed a bold of an old freighi train 
And around the country travelled, 
And the mysteries of a hoba’s life 

To me were soon unravelled, 

f travelled ease, f travelled west 

And the shacks could never find me, 
Next inerning f was far away 

From the job f left behind me. 

ran across a bunch of stufs 

Hho were known as industrial Workers, 
They taught pe how to be a man 

And how to fight the shirkers. 

1 kicked right m and joined the buaeh 
And new tn the ranks youll find me, 
Hervab for the cause, to hell with the boss 
And the job f left behind me. 


—' Mysteries of a Hobo's Life” by T-Bone Slim 


Tn the Big Rock Candy Mountains 

The jails are made of tin, 

And you can bust right out again 

As soon as they put you in; 

The farmer's trees are full of fruit, 

The barns are full of hay, « 

I'm going to stay where you sleep all day, 
Where they boiled in oil the inventor of toil, 
in the Big Rack Candy Mountams, 


“Wou't you let we bave some,” 
Said 1, “Goad Mister Bum?” 
Rementber you were once a hid yourself.” 
He looked at me quite fiercely 
Over his evisaled, gray mustache; 
On bis weather-beaten face appeared a frown. 
Fe satd, “You litle banrmer, 
Whai for should you pleig mre? 
iWhy don't you batter privates up in town?” 
He asked me what niy age night be; 
{ tald hin past sivieen, 
That Bosten was the town that f cane front. 
In his eyes appeared a stare, 
“EP think you f will snare, 
For you surely have the makings of a bien.” 


Oh, when fas a little bay 
I started for the Wess, 
But 1 badn’t gat no further than Cheyenne 
When f met a husky “burly” 
Who was rather poorly dressed, 
And he Hagged me with a big lump and a can, 
When f saw that cup af coffee, 
How it made me think of home! 


Often heard but seldona seen 

Was the bum called Lousey Mtke, 
Jomery the Sneak from Cripple Creek 
And old St. Lours Pike. 


i. C. Bul all dressed to kill 

Shook hands with Boston Red, 

While High Card foe fram Buffalo 
Played cards with Portland Ned. 
Louwisvtile Shim and Partiand Paul 

Fixed up a jungle stew, 

Whtle Cockney Tim and Saft Collar Slim 
Sneered guomps far out menu. 


Seldom Seen sneled out a song 

Along with nid Chi Saw, 

And the Salina Shark from Central Park 
Clog daneed with Frisco Dan. 

Se we gathered round ibe jungle smudge 
The night was goin’ fast 

He'd all served tume in every clime 

dad the guff was of the past. 


... Some cante from the ald Buckeye State, 
Some came from Basten, Mass. 

That afterneen the tenth af June 

They gathered there en amagse, 

From the Lone Siar State came Dallas Jini 
And Red the Katydid, 

From Kalamazoo with Dirty Lew 

Caine the Sacramento Kid. 

Obie Dan and Frisco Red 

Blew in with Sata Jack, 

frish Shang from the ofd Boo Gang 

And Big Mack from Hackensack. 


The cars lay on a siding through the night; 

The scattered yard lanips winked tn green and red, 
I slept upon bare beards with small delighi,a— 

My pillow, my two shaes beneath my head; 

als hard as my own conscience was my bed; 

] lay and listened to my own blood flow; 

Outside, | heard the thunder come and go 

And glimpsed the golden squares af passing trains, 
Or felt the cunthrous freight train runtbiing slow; 
And yet that life was sweet for all its pans. 


Against the ivamip the jaws are always right, 

So after in a cell] broke my bread 

Where bar on bar went black across my sight; 
On country road or rockpile ill J sped 
Leg-chained to leg like man to woman wed, 

My wage for daily toi an oaib, a blow, 

i cursed ny days that they were urdered so; 

i daumed nry vagrant heart and dreanting brains 
That thrust me down antong the wean and low— 
And yet that life was sweet for all its pains. 


J crept with live that stayed and stayed for spite; 

i froze in “jungles” more than can be said; 

Dogs tore my clothes, and in a woeful plight 

At many a back doar for my food I pled 

Until | wished to God that I was dead... 

My shoes brake through and showed an outburst toe; 
On every ade the world was all my foe, 

Threatening me with jibe and jeer and chains, 

Hard benches, celts, and woe an endless woe— 

Aind yet that fe was sweet for alt its pains, 


fn the Big Rock Candy Mowntamns 

You never change your socks, 

And little streams of atcobal 

Come a-trickling down the rocks. 

The box cars are all enrpty 

And the ratiroad bulls are blind, 

There's a lake of stew and whiskey, tao, 

You can paddle all around ‘em in a big canae 
in the Big Rock Candy Mouniatns. 


Judge: Why are you in town? 

Aécused: Vm trying te find a job. 

judge: Where are you headed? 

Accused: New York. 

Judge: Why? 

Accused: To look for work. 

judge: How much money do you have? 
Accused: Pm broke. 

Judge: What are you going to do tonight? 
Accused: I-don't know. 

Judge; You are a vagrant. Sentence: seven days. 


ve decked the tops af fling ears 
That leaped across the night: 

The long and level coaches skimmed 
Low, like a swallow’s flight. 


Close to the sleet-bit blinds I've clung 
Racking on and on; 

Al night [ve crouched t empty cars 
That rode mio the dawn. 


Seeing ihe ravelled edge of life 
tn jails, on rolling freights 

And learning rough and ready ways 
From rough and ready mates, 


é el he ee 
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fear, fades into memory. As Virginia Slim, a hobo trouba- 
dour from Richmond, put it: 


And few are left who know their rhyme 


Since iong ago when they departed 
Over run by changing time 

So pay attention now my children 

And the ald siory I will tell. 

About the jungles and the freight trains 
About a breed of men who fell. 


You scoff at the rebel and tynch bien tl dead 
But Iwas ant outcast aid they called me a Red, 
Fou call me Cartst fe imeeligence din 
But f was a rebel called ferusalent Slint, 


And viy brother: the outcast, the rebet aud the tramp 
And not the religious, the scab or the scump 


Lang- hatred preachers come out every night, 
Try io tell you what's wrong and what's right, 
But when asked akout somethuig ta ext, 
They will an 

You 


Wer I UOlces 50 tHe?! 
il eat, bye and bye, 

Jn that glorious tend in 
Work and pray, five on hay 
You'll gee pie in the sky 


hy 


hen you die. 


A Hobo Dictionary 


Mulligan stew: 
mushfakir 
panharsdle: 
pearl diver: 

profesh: 
prushin: 
punk: 
railroad bull: 
railroad dick: 
ratilec 

coed kid 
shack: 

sky pier 
slave mnather: 
stern: 

stew bur: 
scitf 

town clowns: 
vag: 

wb 

yolk 

verge 


bo 


é 
mr 
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hobo stew 
umbrella mender 

beg 

dishwasher 
experienced hubs, 
yourg boy on the rad 

young hobo; also, bread 

radroad poticeman, 

railroad poticemar. 

tain 

young hobo 

brakeman 

mission-bome preacher 

employment agency 

screer 

ald hobo wasted ky alcohol 

any kind of hobo worker 

town police 

vagabond 

Wobblies, members of the LEW 

alder hobo who preys on young hoboes 
criminals on the med, usually burglars and 
safertackers 


sms 4 griminal 


Horo Sicns 


Tom Right 
Tun Lett 
Strath AL 


A comb has teeth— 
Sohasa dog 


Top Lat 


Kind Warman 


A Hopo DICTIONARY 


alki: alcoholic 
aagel food: — meissian sermun 
batter: to bey 


findloaniffe — hobo who cartier n bundle usually consaining 
shirts, acieks, rae, ecc. 
Hind, Blind beggage:  gpace between che engine and the mail oe baggage 
car 
bonmer: seasonal or migratery 
bridge make: setuctural iron worker 
exeinonbe sc eight main: also called a dicer 
carte the burner: walle thi:stretts ull night 
dingbat: ald ob who mooehes wif other heboos 
dip: pickpocker 
dip: hop a uain 
flop: place. te sleep 
gandv dancer: anual laborer on the railroad 
2 enderfoor hobo 


fay 
dlims: spectacles, light 
gump: chickens 


qeindor: seth, 
harness bull: policeman 
hog: lacomotive 


jackrolling: sobbing a daynk 
jae calles 
jel gad sentence 
jocker:  soad kid's teacher and companion; che relationship 
is often-sexual 


jungle: hobo earap 
jumele bursard: tramp who hangs atound sungles and bees 
kicks: shoes 


lun: handous 


math; hobo sign indi¢ating a person ot mscivucion willing 
sive food 
mosch: ep, usually at back docte 


hare. the heart end eggs erou! on mes 

And bread (rows fron the ground 

And the sprites spurt boone ty sour knees 
Ard there's more than enceugh ta yucatan 


Where the chickens erauel mize the slaller 

And. cook rhemseliesup odce and brown 

Anal tte cous chirn their better in Yue mieetin’ 
Ana squirt their mall cll ceed, 


Where the (ecuches growon. che bashes 
And bump the ‘boos in the 
Aud overy raght at eleven 
The shy rains diaer apple pies. 


aN 


Hts homes whore the bleds sity 

And youny erly swirn in the fountains 
And che vigetrettes prow? unth the matches 
fr dhe beg borane towatates, 


in, thie Biy Rock Gandy Marmtains 
You never change your sod! 
Aad Geele seraame of alcohol 

Canie seerikding doin thats 

The, Buscar are ull ernpaty 

And che valiroad bulls ave blind 

There's a lake of steusand whiskey oo 

Yh can paddle all arornd “om. ma big cone 
Inthe Dig Rock Cand Mountcteris. 


Conclusion 


F coupe with Lice that saved lor spite 

Lito Giighie” dine thao bean 
Dags fone ire clothes, and ia woelul plig nt 
Ar many a buck doar for my food J plod 
Unil E wished to Gud that £ was dead... 
On every wide the would was all my hoe 
Thresneniiny me. with jibe and jeer and chudius 
Hoard benches, oolis, amd wot on cadless woe 
Aad yet thar hfe was svoet dor all its poins, 


—Iagai Frwe. ypu eo. 


The End of the Road 


You wander why Lim a hobo and slep ina ditch. 


Well. cs not because Pm fazy. T just don’t want to he nich, . 


Nove T could bea baker iff seanted tte, 
Burcthe choeghes ens iron: cage ir eoo ygerstec to me 
Now I could bea broker swithone the thew excuse 
But book at 1gzg and tell me what's the use? 


—Thaviviuxal #oso yERSE 


CON uty don’t voi ark, 
Like arher man de, 

How the hell can J woen. 
Whea there's nu acerk ta dad 


Gadleleiak, fare Pur. 
Hatleliticat, 
Hallelujah, sive us a hendaue 
Th vecie ws again. 


‘Terrors and ‘Tragedies 
of the Roa 


Early erory morning the shesilf comes opound 


pound. 


Are gives ue rotten boning that weighs a quar 


With collec fhe cohacen joie and bd cae’ Farland stale 
Asal this ahi siny they eel a boc oy Cad Coaary: Lath 


Tibi Quewke dae 


Where is my weindering boy umight? 
The boy of his vecther’s price: 


Sh, he’s counting the tes with @ bed we hus hack 
Oy else ibwing a vide 


fe train, Laeby 


He'san the heal of i cea 
That's where y're brea a 


J lis Hteet may be prune ae the neernti 


Bit tis sags ary sight to sce 
nailed fir ad vag fuaenanc], Aig plea win’ t de, 


y days: saad the flags “pow sees! 
Oh, whereas ey bees tonite? 
Oh, where is ony boy tomy 

Tho chilly wind bles, ta the her 


That's a here your bretcis sonigh: 


tl fhe goes 


Road Kids 


Greahtal T wild fv. be it boba 

That's what E wane to do 

Hed, me if you can, when I get to he 2 man 
Fvani to be a hobo tow, 


—TRATTTIOVAaT Tone VERSE 


“Vampires” of the Road: 
‘Tramps 


Thamp, tramp, camp keep on tesinpin 
Novhin dein here for you 
ra A catch you mand again 
fou will wea the ball and chain 
Kea on trampin that's the host thing you can do: 


A TRADITIONAL FOND Vises 


Flipping Freights 


Dive cocked the taps of fara curs 
That leaped HATO the night 

The long and fevel couches skimmed 
Low, like 2 swallow's Hight. 


Chose ter the sleet-bit hkneds Tye clung 
Rocka oussinl: ony 

Alf night Dee crouched ia empty cars 
Thar rode infu the dawn. 


—Haney Kowa, ene pied 


A "BO, Yakima Valley, Washington, August, 1939 


Providence Bob and Philadelphia Shorty 
on thetr ‘tickets’, 1894 
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Jungle, Downer’s Grove, Illinois, 1924 


Sparky Surith 


Frisco fack 


a8 eee. Californig. closes : 
= “orders to a the fi 
== “starts big contr 
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Sparky Snrith 


Frisco Jack 
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Jungle, Downer’s Grove, Illinois, 1924 


